SELECTIONS IN ENGLISH POETRY
Into what troubles had ye come,
What barren victory had ye won.
But now, but now, when ye have lain
Asleep with us a little while
Beneath the washing of the main,                                  155
How calm shall be your waking smile!
For ye shall smile to think of life
That knows no troublous change or fear,
No unavailing bitter strife,
That ere its time brings trouble near.                         160
Orpheus.
Is there some murmur in your ears,
That all that we have done is nought,
And nothing ends our cares and fears,
Till the last fear on us is brought?
The Sirens.
Alas! and will ye stop your ears,                                 165
In vain desire to do aught,
And wish to live 'mid cares and fears,
Until the last fear makes you nought?
Orpheus.
Is not the May time now on earth,
When close against the city wall                              170
The folk are singing in their mirth,
While on their heads the May-flowers fall ?
The Sirens,
Yes, May is come, and its sweet breath
Shall well-nigh make you weep to-day,
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